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V

THE DUEL

FOR the next few days Dr. Priestley was possessed by a
demon of industry. He set to work upon a new scientific
treatise, which demanded the most elaborate research,
and he scarcely allowed either himself or his secretary
time for meals and sleep.
This period lasted tor a fortnight, and might nave
continued indefinitely, but for Oldland, who literally
forced his way into Dr. Priestley's study. " Look here,
Priestley!" he said, after a rapid glance at his old
friend. " I don't know what you're playing at, these
days, but it's got to stop. Merefield has been telling
me that you're working yourself to death, and 1 can
see with half an eye the effect it's having on you. Go
a bit easier, like a good chap. We're none of us as
young as we were, you know."
Dr. Priestley frowned. His face was certainly lined
and haggard, and he looked as if he had not been sleep-
ing properly. " It is no part of Merefield's duties to con-
sult you on the subject of my health, Oldland," he
said coldly.
" Rot!" exclaimed Oldland. " You're lucky to have
a secretary who's capable of looking after you properly.
Now look here. You've shut yourself away from every-
body for goodness knows how long, and I don't sup-
pose you've been out of this stuffy room all that time.
Too busy, you say. Yes, I know, but you'll break
down, like any fool who doesn't know how to take care